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APOLOGY. 


 Gaailel Reedekee 


(Vi call you so, whether you are gentile or 
not). Iam heartily sorry to inflict these nondescripts on 
your long-suffering patience—1 think this is the stereotyped 
but correct way to confess an error without being sorry for 
it. But remember that all your suffering, however long, 
cannot begin to compare with the exquisite, excruciating 
agony endured by the creatures of my brain (!) until I had 
disciplined them into shape and prinked them up, berib- 
boned and befrilled, starched and stuffed, plastered, paint- 
ed and powdered them, to make them presentable before 
decent company, including you, sleepy reader. SomelI 
Stretched on a veritable Procrustes’ bed, lengthening them 
there to suit. 1 did not dareshorten them, for fear of cutting 
off the feet (and you know both poems and ‘‘poems’’ must 
have feet); and Jupiter Olympus! I could never think of 
crossing to the other end and lopping off the heads of any 
of my dear children! This pardonable parental partiality 
accounts for the unseemly overgrown condition of some of 
them. 

And now Iam about to send my brood out into the 
world, not knowing what shall befali them there. For 
years I have coddled and snuggled them at home, keeping 
them close indoors to save them from any fatal chill, inso- 
much that my very next-door neighbor did not know—yea, 
not eyen the census-taker knew—the population of my 
ranch. But now they must go into society, being of age, 
and learn the ways of the world. Some poets send their 
children out a-begging, and many of them do turn out 
miserable foundlings, to say nothing of those which perish 
by the{wayside. But mine shall not so degrade themselves, 
nor invite so cruel a fate. I want them to entertain, not 
beg. Some are long-faced and grave, others are bright- 
eyed and smiling; some are rollicking and jolly, others full 
of antics and grimaces as though they would be comic and 
droll, though to you, snoring reader, they may seem 
naught else than friyolously clownish or vulgarly gro- 
tesque. In such a case, forgive and forget. 


And now, farewell, my nurslings! My sympathies to . 


you in dreamland, dear reader! 
PAPA. 
P. 8S. Would a second installment contribute to the so- 
lution of your problem of happiness? Record answer on fly- 
leaf. April, 1902. 
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Autumn Zeaves, 


Warped and crinkled, glossy brown, 
Light as flakiest eider-down, 
Yellow, shading into green, 

Red, with purple spots between, 
Autumn leaves this mellow day 
Are with the winds at play. 


See them skim the frosty ground, 
Dance and frolic round and round; 
Not sprightlier Titania’s brood, 
Or dryads in the tangled wood, 
Madder than any love-lorn churl, 
Unceasingly they whirl. 


Save when the winds, their fury spent, 
Breathless with wooing, fain relent; 
Then like carrion-birds they swoop 
To earth, this rustling, leafy troop, 
Into their nest of weeds they creep, 
And flutter themselves to sleep. 


This, the tale of autumn leaves, 

Mother Nature yearly weaves 

When round the blazing fire she croons 
Ditties of long-forgotten moons; 

She tells the tale, omitting not 

Its moral, soon forgot:— 


O sons of men, 

Or small or great , 
Learn once again 
Your lowly state; 
Brief is your life, 
Though fair to view, 
Not long the strife, 
Soon the adieu; 
Though greatly blessed, 
Be not elate, 

You are at best 

The sport of fate; 
Whate’er the birth— 
Perchance the worth— 
Of men achieves, 

At close of day, 
Unpitied, they 

Are swept to earth 
Like autumn leaves. 


1895. 


@o a Mouse. 


Not ala Burns, but in spite of him. 


Mousie, mousie, in your hole 

I cast this wretched tooth; | 

Ten days and nights it gave me pain, 
It tantalized my feverish brain, 

Until I thought the curse of Cain 
Had doomed my jaw, forsooth. 


Mousie, mousie, mark this tooth— 
Mark how it gave me pain, 

Until my books I flung aside, 
Refused my daily morning ride, 
Thought once or twice of suicide— 
But all in vain, in vain. 


My letters from my drawer I snatched, 
Love-parcels and the like; 

- (A youth am I among my race)* 

I conned them o’er with feeble grace— 
How could I with my crooked face 

Do better?—but alas! no trace 

Of remedy could I strike. 


* Then I was: Tam not now! 


Up to my wisest friends I sprang, 

To Shakespeare and to Mill; 

My Pope, my Milton, Swift and Hood,— 
My Bible, in a crabbed mood, 

From Lamentations down to Jude, 

I read—’twas aching still. 


I swept down to my music-stool, 
Whipped my piano like a fool, 

I leaped from B to X, 

I thrummed through Haydn, Bach, Handel 
I threw the keys into a spell, 

I galloped down the board pell-mell; 
But all the same, I might as well 

Have galloped into the Styx. 


The cursed tooth still beat and throbbed, 
It mocked my antics mad; 

It seemed to say, ‘‘’Tis bootless, child, 
To rave and foam like one gone wild; 
To ache, my mission is; not mild 

My sovereign sway; once undefiled, 
This tooth with sweetmeats hast beguiled — 
And now lo! ’tis decayed.” 


This stirred my gall, my mettle sore, 
My anger flared on high: 

‘‘Dare-devil tooth! are you aware 

Of whom you are addressing here?* 
Am I to blame for all this share 

Of scourging I am made to bear? 

If sweets are toothsome, then, I swear, 
I’ve used you tooth but all too fair, 
And that you can’t deny.” 


But still my foe, the tooth, ached on, 
Nor deigned a word’s reply; 

His needles keen he briskly plied, 

His twinges darted down my side; 

A hundred times I could have died, 

But still remained I satisfied 

With now. and then a sigh. 


‘Take cotton from the drawer, my dear, 
And bathe in camphor well; 

Then lay it in the hollow bowl 

Sapped out within thy tooth, poor soul!” 
Thus did my dearest friend} condole— 
Still raged this dental hell! 


*A case of unpoetic license. 
{My prosy sweetheart, not my Muse. 


With demon face and. demon yell, 

I seized my hat; away . 

Past house and court I quickly sped, 

Past church and coach, past tree and shed; 
Shove through that crowd—turn corner ahead! 
God speed my course, I pray! 


At last, my rodent friend, at last 

I reached my goal—at last; 

In haste, the tooth-drawer’s bellI rang, 
In haste I pointed to my fang; | 
The forceps gleamed; one piercing clang 
My molar’s last grand rally sang; 

“Out, thou monster! dead, thou pang!” 

I cried with trumpet blast. 


No ache responded to my taunt, 

No twinge or throb or thrust; 

The monarch lost his vaunted throne, 
His castle shows scarce stone on stone; 
His greatness humbled, power flown, 
Does he not resemble one | 
Who once in purple garments shone, 

But now, whose scant rags none will own? 
Past greatness brought to dust? 


Mousie, take him now to thee, 
Tooth-monger that thou art; 

Thy beaded eyes do sparkle bright, 
‘This blanched corpse transports thy sight, 
Brood o’er it as the miser might 

O’er piles of gold; the eremite 

O’er innocence from worldly blight, 

And clasp it to thy heart. 


But listen! for this grateful gift 

I crave a rich return; 

I crave a new one, sound and good, 
Remodeled just to suit my mood; 
One that will serve to grind my food 
Till my ashes, by all likelihood, 
Are ready for the urn. 


And grant that when, oneyear from date, 
Another friend like me 
Shall come on business like mine— 
Grant that my tooth thou wilt refine 
And fashion in its rugged prime, 
Until its wear shall challenge time; 
My friend will then praise thee in rhyme, 
In measures sweeter, more sublime 
Than mine have proved to be. 

1888. 


Zirst Love. 


A vision held in thrall my slumbrous eyes— 

A tall, angelic form, whose snow-white feet 

Trod the cold, rugged earth with noiseless beat, 

Hasting for shelter from the drizzling skies. 

Close round her limbs she clasped her scanty guise 

Of loose white raiment, shivering as she came; 

Softly she wept; methought I heard my name— 

A passionate cry, above her sobs and sighs. 

I sprang to meet her with a warm embrace; 

Gleaming like corn-silk, dewy-damp, her hair 

Hid both my hands; I found her very fair; 

And when she lifted up her lovely face 

From my tear-moistened bosom, then I knew 

I loved her—knew that Love had found me too. 
1896. 


tly Heaven. 


A place to love forever and be loved, 
Purged of all self, from grossness far removed, 
Wasting no thought upon a false to-morrow 
Sheathing in light the two-edged sword of sorrow. 
A place that knows not sleep or set of sun, 
Where waking hours and dreaming hours are one: 
Dreaming, a sweet reality, not seeming, 
And living, naught but a continual dreaming; 
Life, self-surrender to some holy passion, 
Lost in its glory like a sun-hid lark, 
And burning not to cinder, dead and ashen, 
But fed within with virtue’s quenchless spark— 
Feeling vitality’s deep, pulsing tides 
Beneath, as feels the bark the wave it rides; 
Where God, my love and I may while away 
With shaping beauteous forms, the eternal day; 
Whate’er the heart may prompt, the mind conceive, 
May the deft fingers cunningly achieve, 
Creative wonders issue from our hands, 
Matchless for beauty, countless as the sands, 
Pure as the heart of God and wholly good, 
Playthings of sainthood in its holiest mood. 
There will our labor neither spend nor spoil; 
Creative impulse be the soul of toil; 
And love and labor, hand in hand, express 
The harmony of heavenly blessedness. 
There will I know what I have sought in tears— 
The twilight mysteries of youthful years. 
It isa home where truth and inner grace 
Chasten to perfect beauty every face, 
Where loveliness within is not concealed, 
And worth of soul is instantly revealed. 

1897, 


A Zanment. 


Today 

Is not so fair as yesterday. 

Time sucks the heart’s blood that one ill can spare 

And leaves but wormwood there; 

Each setting sun with spoils is richly laden 

To swell the hoarding of eternity; 

The smile fades from the cheek of many a maiden 

That sat there through the years defiantly; 

Strong, brawny men 

That bore two centuries’ virtue in their blood, 

And, hardy as oaks, the wasting siege withstood, 

Are weak as babes again; 

This hour, rosy-cheeked Innocence, 

Damsel that walked with us through the quiet lanes 

And peaceful vales—the brooding haunts of hopes, 

Ere we had toiled but half-way up the slopes, 

Withdrew into the heavens whence she came, 

And left us in the presence of our shame. 

Alas! to-day 

Is not so fair as yesterday. | 
Of unknown date. 


tly Wiethodist Girl. 


From ‘‘Confessions of a High Church Man.” 
With apologies to all Christian Methodists, inclu- 
ding the heroine of this screed. 


My love is a Methodist girl, 

As gay as she’s serious, 

As meek as imperious, 

As cute as a kitten, 

As light as a mitten— 
That’s my little Methodist girl. 


She sings, my Methodist girl, 
Sweeter than a pewit, 
You would not believe it; 
But soon she thrills through you 
A wild hallelujah, 

For she is a Methodist girl. 


I tell you, my Methodist girl 
Is great at a handshake, 
Bones, muscles and glands ache; 
In meeting she shouts, and 
In trysting she pouts, and— 
Well, she is a Methodist girl. 


I smile at my Methodist girl; 
For she is a sinner, 
And no saint will win her 
But me, who, as lover, 
Her foibles can cover, 

My innocent Methodist girl! 


God bless my Methodist girl; 
She’s going to convert me 
And quite disconcert me; 
The day when her pastor 
Shall make me her master, 
I'll shout like my Methodist girl. 
1893. 


On Zistening to a Voluntary. 


I heard a far-off roar,—methought 
Nature had touched a chord attuned 
To the celestial harmonies, 

And sent it pulsing over land 

And wave, until all harsher sounds 
Were blended in its mighty swell, 
And all else hushed into a lull. 

As on it came, the swaying branch 
And fluttering leaf hung motionless; 
The web of light and shade beneath 
Paled toa dusky glamour; nor _ 
Was heard stray note of bird or insect, 
Moan of cattle, children’s prattle, 
Or rabbit’s rustle in the grass, 

As in his matted couch he sat. 

The distant mountains seemed to be 
Solemn spectators of a scene 
Known once in their tradition, when 


Back in remote primeval time, 

They first put on their azure robes, 

And Spring was born, and Earth and Heaven 
Together held high festival, 

And Nature was dedicated to 

Her mighty Maker, and ’tis said 

‘“The morning stars all sang together.” 
Their forms were clothed with majesty, 
And with severest grandeur; peers 

Of eldest time, and aureoled by 

The roseate West, they seemed informed 
With a sublime intelligence. 

My soul, in awe and wonder lost, 

Like a prophet in his vision, knew 

Nor time nor place, and only heard 

A whisper — whether from without 

Or from within it could not know—: 
‘‘Peace! Peace! ’Tis all that thou 


Canst bear, and all thou needest know.”’ 
1892. 


Whe Bloomer. 


This poem gave the deathblow tothe bloomer. 


The fairer sex has always had her pet, 

Eve had her Adam, and a jolly set 

Of sinful children (great is our debt), 
But, out of humor, 

Her modern daughter, known as the‘‘new woman”, 

Tired of children and of husbands human, 

Of poodles, horses, lizards, champions, Schumann, 
Affects the bloomer. 


Dress ever has been woman’s ruling passion— 
From flaring red to sober gray and ashen— 
Since Eden’s fig-leaf set the primitive fashion; 
It does become her 
The graceful gown and shapely waist to wear, 
To shine a polished gem in Beauty’s sphere; 
Her jeweled hand and bosom we revere, 
But not the bloomer. 


’Tis charm to see a woman sit astraddle © 

A ‘‘bike’, or poise superb upon the saddle, 

Or skim the wave with cockle-shell and paddle; 
But it will doom her 

To seem a man, and leave her exalted place, 

Thus to disown her weakness and her grace, 

To lose the poet’s praise, the lover’s embrace, 
All for a bloomer. | 


But fads and fancies have their fleeting day, 
These too, like all mundane things, pass away 
(This is, at least, what priests and prophets say); 
And then the rumor 
Will noise abroad that even bloomers cloy; 
That our new womankind, with savage joy, 
Like a spoiled child, has thrown away her toy. 
Goodbye, then, bloomer! 
- So long, fat bloomer! 


1895. 
*For the meaning, consult a Dictionary of Antiquities. 


Une Chauson Petite. 


What doeth my love this summer morn? 
‘The wanton winds are abroad, _ 

The flowers, at the magic touch of the sun, 
Open their chalices one by one, 

The east is a golden flood. 


What doeth my love this summer morn? 
Ask her, ye happy birds, 

That into her scented chamber peep 

At earliest dawn and wake her from sleep, 
Tell me her lovely words. — 


What doeth my love this summer morn? 
Listen, ye maple keys, 

Tapping her lattice like fairies’ wings, 
Hearken the snatch of song she sings 
Breathing of memories. 


What doeth my love this summer morn? 
Tell me, ye roses two, 

Bending toward her warm brown eyes 
Dearer to you than dewy sunrise, 


Is mine own rose still true? 
1892. 


he Bride. 


She’s standing by his side, 

A sweet young blushing bride, 

Her modest eyes are downward cast, 
Her heart is throbbing fast. 


Her spouse in solemn voice 

Confirms his happy choice, — 

She feels love’s old-time sudden thrill, 
He is her lover still. 


Then turns the man of God 
To her; up mounts the blood 
And doubly veils her lily face 
Instinct with nameless grace. 


She meets his reverend eye 

As though she would defy 

Heaven and earth; she does not quail, 
Nor can her stout heart fail. 


‘Will I obey my lord? 

Him whom my soul adored 

Long time ago? O wherefore ask? 
Truth, that’s an easy task. 


‘‘Love him? God knows I loved 
When dearest friends reproved. 
And can.the future hold in store 
More trials than I bore? 


‘**Tn sickness and in health, 

In poverty and wealth’— 

Why not add, ‘in disgrace and shame? 
I’d kiss him just the same’ ”. 


Such might she say, but still 
She only said, ‘‘I will”. 

O, that her lover only knew 
Her love, how deep, how true! 


She’s standing by his side 
A sweet young blushing bride 
God knows the anguish and the tears 
Love reaps in after years. 
1895, 


Death and FZ. 


ii 


Death and I were rivals: 

His raven locks were strangely fair; 

In his dark, wolfish eyes, 

Love shone in subtle guise; 

His amber brow did seem to bear 

A meaning on its arched crest, 

A weird light, like the ruddy glare 

Of moons low-hanging in the west; 

He wore an ivory crown— 

A belt of snow around an inky peak—; 

And when his royal head was raised to speak 
His royal passion, in a murmur deep 

As that of zephyrs in a rifted cave, 

The pendants in his crown flashed in a wave 

Of rainbow hues that tremulous seemed to sweep 
Across his face, transfiguring everywhere 

The wild, fierce glow of love that brooded there. 
Ah, Death was lovely! I was all despair! 


1a 


*‘Do I not love thee, sweet? 

Has not my heart long pined for thine, 

As pine the buds that cling . 
To the stark mould for the Spring? 

Dost know that this poor life of mine 

Would frill and pale, would droop and die, 

If in the flood of thy sunshine 

It might not bask? Why would’st thou fly? 

Earth shall be paradise; 

Trouble and care shall Satan-like be hurled 

Into the oozy depths, the nether world; 

Want shall not wake thee in the silent night, 
Sorrow not make thee bow thy stately head, 
Hopes shall not fail thee, nor vain tears be shed, 
Pleasures shall sheathe no sting, love lose no light. 
Can vows like these thy restless spirit stay, 

O for thine own sweet sake, love, say Death nay!” 
I said: what else can stricken lovers say? 


Lit: 


Quite motionless she lay, 

And read me with her waning eyes, 

Such eyes as artists paint 

For an upward-gazing saint, 

Steady and calm and heavenly-wise; 

Firm were her lips as cut instone, 

That once could smile in sweet surprise; 

I heard no passing sigh or moan: 

But now a far-off voice 

Floated to me as from the spirit-land, 

The while I held her drooping, cold white hand, 
‘Nearest, I loved thee with a maiden’s love, 
Blushed when Imet thee, though serenest peace 
Possessed my soul and soothed its miseries; 
Then was my love supreme when most I strove 
To hide it from thy ken: O it was sweet 

To live a life so full, with happiness so replete, 
Sitting a Desdemona at thy feet!” 


EN 


The shadow of a cloud 

Of sadness overspread her face; 

‘‘But, dearest, fare thee well! 

"Tis broken, affection’s spell; 

Death holds me in his firm embrace, 

He gloats o’er me with love-shot eyes, 

He lures me by his charm and grace, 

I hear his heavy pants and sighs— 

O help! his cold breath nears: 

Farewell forever! Death seizes both my hands; 
I yield; I hear his whispered stern commands; 
He draws me closer to his tawny side; 

He says he loves me—O can I love him? 

His smile is winning, though it is so grim 

I shudder; OJ cannot be his bride; 

Christ save me! for his lips, as cold as clay, 
Touch mine—O Death, be tender!” At break of day 


Death bore her like a wilted flower away. 
1892-1897. 


aay Llowers. 


In honor of her who sent them, 1892. 


Words often miss their goal, 

Drop like spent arrows ere they reach the soul 
They would inform; the eager thought 

Too oft its cunning loses when it fain would not; 
The florid lines, whose grace 

Makes for the blossomed thought a fitting vase, 
By fond excess do sate 

The over-dazzled eye—become.a commonplace. 
But who that looks upon a flower, 

Knowing ’twas sent by one of fairer kin, 

Will not esteem its reign of subtler power, 

E’en though it fade within the selfsame hour, 
Than all the shy conceits the artful mind can spin? 
Mad love, in fitful slumber, lies 

Cradled within this peony’s petals red, 

Nor know I what endearments may have sped 
From ruby lips to nestle in disguise 

Within this fragrant bower. 

These pansies hold the secret of meek eyes 

That dropt the soul’s o’erflow like honey-dew 

As into iridescent urns; 

Until my shrunken spirit yearns 

For more capacity, soit might drain anew 

These precious drippings, and might feel once more 
That reeling of the senses when 

The overwhelming sweetness of first love did pour 
Into my being—as from a tropic fen, 

Drunken with perfumed odors, creeps a clammy wind, 


And shakes with fever body and mind. 
But this might never be, 

A wish can not dismantle the past, 

The days come crowding thick and fast, 
The driven soul seeks futurity, 

Haply there again to meet 

And face to face its past self greet. 


And these lilacs, what are they 

But the emblems of an earlier day? 
Emblazoned scripts of my boyhood’s prime 
When fresh as the new-born May, 

And lusty as yearlings, I loved to climb 

The cherry-tree for its tempting fruit; 
Unjaded of limb and fleet of foot, 

To run like a hare across the mead 

And bathe my dusty feet in the pool 

That imaged the green of the bordering weed, 
Digging my toes deep into the ooze > 

That they might exult in its soothing cool, 
The while I ogled my sunburnt face 

In the glassy surface, like one that woos 

The sly-eyed mistress in his embrace. 

The sand-snipe, startled, half ran, half flew 
From willow to willow with petulant plaint, 
And, nature’s child, I instinctively knew, 
Where that willow’s trunk tottered and earthward bent, 
There where its roots hung jagged and rent, 
Deeply shelved, were five egys of speckled blue. 


Then away to the rocky wood, 

Where the sombre hemlocks stood 
Guarding the welcome gloom! 

There where the restless sunbeam played 
With the leaping squirrel in the boughs o’erhead, 
While searched the bee the laurel bloom, 
Upon me stole that nameless peace, 

Too holy for joy, too balmy for sorrow, 
Which now I vainly essay to borrow 

From books, from thought, from philosophies. 
Now, rather a trance than a peace it seems, 
For my spirit wandered in waking dreams. 
All I had seen and heard and thought, — 
Of sorrows a few, of worriment naught,— 
In my innocent days that seemed too short 
For the boundless visions of boyish sport, 
All that I knew of evil and good, 

And all I dimly understood 

Of worldly wisdom, of human art, 
Streamed from Memory’s open door— 

An inner world deathless forevermore— 

To pause a moment and then depart. 

My eyes, in their frenzy, now would rest 
Upon the waters that swirled below me— 
In sooth, each wavelet, as it pressed 
Onward to leap o’er the rocky crest 

That rose up yonder, methought, confessed 
It knew a part of my boyhood’s story. 

The buttonwood shared the secret too, 

And its thousand leaves whispered it all the day; 
The katydid piped a roundelay 


Over and over to prove that it knew; 

In its rocky nest nodded the columbine, 

And the clematis stared from its serpentine vine; 
The chipmunk paused on the topmost rail, 
And dropped for a moment his wand-like tail; 
Like the fabled halcyon on the sea, 

A snowy cloud brooded tranquilly; 

Beneath it sailed the doves by pairs, 

And toward it the lark sprang unawares; 
From the valley below the cow-bells tinkled, 
The steel-bright rivulet bubbled and crinkled; 
The village lay sleeping in the sun, 

Like that airy city the cuckoos built; 

And pillars of blue smoke lay atilt 

In the lap of the soft wind:—one by one, 
Whatever had shared my bygone life, 
Thrilled neath the touch of my tender hand, 
Held and charmed me with beauty rife, 

Seen my wonder-struck eyes expand, 
Rehearsed in its simple way one tale, 

Myself the burden of its song. 

Nature tuned with mellifluent tongue 

My epic over mountain and dale: 

Song and fragrance, color and breeze, 
Meadow and woodland, sky and trees, 

Glens and coverts, grottos and glades, 
Shadowed pools and sun-smit cascades, 
Storm and sunshine, starlight and dawn, 
Home and fireside, garden and lawn, 
Summer’s pageant, Winter’s repose, 

May’s snowblossoms, December’s snows— 


All joined in one harmonious choir, 

Singing my life-psalm o’er and o’er, 

Voicing my nature, my speechless desire, 
Kindling within me unquenchable fire, 

Telling of Godhead at Nature’s core, 

Teaching me what I divined before— 

God’s in my heart! Kneel down and adore! 
Listening on to her swelling strain, 

My nature stirred from pole to pole, 

Lo, a foreboding akin to pain! 

I shuddered—a stern chord found my soul— 

A lonely tarn, deep-hid in my life, 

Sheltered from storms of sorrow and strife, 

So deep and awful, I turned me away 

For comfort in daylight’s warming ray; 

I looked again; a curtain of haze 

Screened it from sight, and mocked my gaze; 
Nor ever from that day unto this 

Have I glimpsed my soul in its dark abyss; 

Not even this floral tribute of May, 

Laid on Friendship’s altar to-day, 

This historic arbutus, this sprig of moss-pink 
Plucked from the mountain’s rock-faced brink; 
Though sweet the converse that passes between 
The soul of these blossoms and mine unseen, 
Transcendent the thoughts and happy their nti? | 
Nobly responsive, each to each,— 

These earth-born angels hold not the key 

To unlock and vouchsafe, through that hazy sea, 
My soul’s apocalypse unto me. 


But pardon, friend! why should I muse 
Sadly and idly on the unseen 

So guardedly sacred, when well I ween 
That I gain far more than I fear to lose, 
When your own soul, pure as heaven’s dews, 
And fair as the roses they bathe, renews 

Its image within my inner eyes? 

Plainly stamped on each petal and bell 
{Matched so nicely, arranged so well), 
Baffling every effort to tell 

In slow-paced language—your being lies. 

I am richer for having seen your face, 

And drunk of the wine of your genial mind, 
Strolled with you through life a little space, 
Talked of the great ones of our race, 
Laughed at the follies of human kind, 
Wept at the infinite pathos behind, 

And shared with you secrets in confidence; 
Charmed with your wit and great good sense, 
Your hatred of sham and mere pretense, 
Your love of truth, beauty, sincerity, 

‘Taste for the mystical and abstruse, 

But keenest of all, your passion to be 

In mind and body unshackled and free, 
Ambitious, adyenturous, daring to loose 
Your craft from its moorings and make for the sea, 
Beyond tradition’s tyranny, 

Beyond convention’s humdrum grind, 
Irrational prejudice, deaf and blind— 

A living embodiment I have seen 

In you, of the gospel of Concord’s sage, 


Which runs, ‘‘Be yourself!” and which has been 
The star of my life; if not in age, _ 

Yet in wisdom ’tis worthy to be the mate 
Of Thales’ maxim of ancient date— 
“Know thyself!”—; and you have striven 
To know what character highest heaven 
Confided plastic into your hand 

To mould and fashion with choicest care, 
So it might its destiny’s image bear, 

And a realized life ideal stand, 

A life well-rounded, consummate, grand! 


These flowers, in fine, betoken to me 

The secret and gist of your history; 

They in full bloom and you in the bud, 

They in the noon of their highest good, 

But you expanding hour by hour, 

Till you compass perfection’s rarest flower; 

Theirs to wither, but yours to grow | 

Fresher perennially; theirs to know, 

For one brief season, their being’s height, 

Then falla prey to eternal blight; 

But yours to know life’s eminence gained, 

Life’s highest, holiest object attained, — 

Joy supernal!—But yours likewise to see 

Perfection fulfilled in increasing degree, 

Fulfilment succeeding fulfilment forever, 

Perfect result crowning perfect endeavor, 

Depth added to height,breadth completed by length, 

Strength throwing fresh lustre and glory on strength. 

Yours such a noble end without end! 

The shadow alone you did graciously send, 

Keeping the substance—yourself—kind friend! 
Completed 1902. 


A Study in Rhetoric. 


Cute! If you don’t enjoy it, the worse for you. 


Brightest of scholars is our Jem, 

Could tell a mince-pie from an M 

The day he was weaned; and you will see 
No slouch in class-room is Jem, not he. 


The teacher explained the other day 

What ‘‘execute” meant in a business way; 
‘‘And now”, asked he, ‘‘what’s the word to use 
When yow’re in haste, with no time to lose?” 


Up came Jem’s hand, and a smile o’erspread 
His thoughtful face, as he timidly said, 
‘‘T don’t know if ’twould ’xactly suit, 


But I should think ‘electrocute’ ”’. 
1893. 


@he Wild Purslane. 


When summer flowers fleck the fields, 

And clods are moist with summer rain, 
When fruits grow mellow, corn ears yellow, 
Blooms the tiny wild purslane. 


Low in the roadside dust it lies, 
Hid like a tortoise in its shell, 
Till in mid-sky the sun is high, 

It guards its goiden treasure well. 


Two swarthy sunbeam-fairies come, 
Kiss into life its bud of green; 

The lids unclose, the yellow shows, 

An eye peeps forth, and heaven is seen. 


The tender nursling, snug and warm, 
Steadfastly smiles and eyes the sun; 

So have I seen a babe serene | 
Smile when its dream of bliss was done 


But when the sun hides deep within 
A. massive cloud his radiant head, 
Closes again the wild purslane, 

Its story ended—all is said. 


O tender flower! I learn of thee 

A little hope, a little trust, 

A larger love for One above, 

Who knows I, too, am of the dust. 


Life streams from His all-searching eye; 

My prisoned soul bursts into bloom: 

His face He hides, and woe betides; 

Life’s joy is swallowed up in gloom. 
1896. 


Saddle Song. 


Not written in the saddle. 
Delicately Dedicated to President Roosevelt. 


Swift as the wind that scurries the mountains, 
Hurries the dead leaves over the plain, 
Galloping, galloping 
High and low, 
Drinking the bracing air, I go, 
Rising and falling, 
Rising again, 
Timed to the toss of my horse’s mane; 
Not gladlier dash the streams from their fountains, 
Spilling along 
With ripple and song, 
Than I and my steed, 
Drunken with speed, 
Feel fire in our pulses—I and my steed. 


Like to the bark that is rocked by the billows, 
Bound for the open, limitless sea, 
Swinging, swinging, 
Never at rest, 
Impulses struggle for light in my breast; 


Longing, longing, 
Now to be free, 
Borne on the saddle to liberty; 
Palpitant as the light, wind-fluted willows, 
Our hearts beat together, 
Afloat like a feather, 
Leaving behind 
Home and kind, 
Care, heartbreak and canker far behind. 


Morn’s crystal cup with wine bubbles over; 
Clover-heads drink their fill of the dew, 
Sparkling, sparkling 
Far and near, 
Emblems of morning’s freshness and cheer; 
Light’ning and bright’ning 
My soul with their hue— 
Youth’s in my spirit, eternally new. 
Hasten, good steed, like a hare to her cover, 
Nostrils afire, 
Eyes fierce with desire, 
To welcome the sun 
At his rising! Go on! 
Fly! we welcome the rising sun. | 
1896. 


aly Legacy. 


I may not leave the world a deathless line, 

Or epoch-making seed-thought for the ages; 
Nor at my parting, may green bays entwine 

A thrilling name in History’s bloody pages; 
Not mine to sway the mass in Truth’s behalf, 
Or speak the word that shall make nations free; 
Obscure and dull may my life’s record be, 

A word or two compose my epitaph. 

But one bowed form will shed an honest tear, 
Will live on memory’s sweetness year by year, 
Will deem me greater than earth’s favored few, 
In her each thought of mine will live anew; 
My little dole of genius will have flowered, 
Beneath her sunny love its fragrance strewn; 
My grave, in wreaths and immortelles embowered, 
Will trumpet forth my praises at high noon. 
But far the highest tribute she will pay 

Will be: he lived the life of every day 

Unknown to fame, content to be obscure; 
Perfectly happy, feeling all was pure, 

All sharing with himself sunshiny cheer, 

All good and lovely in his little sphere. 

1897. 


A @wilight Blood. 


A feeling of vague unrest, 
Like that of a veiled bride, 
Flutters within my breast 

At eventide. 


The sun sinks cold and low 

Into its cloudy bed, 

Chilly the night winds blow 
About my head. 


The brooding twilight throws 
On the silent trees its pall, 
Deepening the repose 

That hushes all. 


It steals into my soul, 
That burned with high desire, 
Seeking to what far goal 

It might aspire. 


A voice awakes within 

The mesh of my tangled thought, 

Moaning, ‘‘In vain you win 
What you have sought.” 


One moment, and a star 
Beguiles my darkling eye, 
Scattering brilliance far 

Across the sky. 


I am subdued with wonder— 
Back tides my secret care! 
I cannot tear asunder 


Hope and despair. 
1895 


Her Photo. 


Written on the way wp the mountain after buying below a loaf 
of bread and some buttons. 


She showed her phototome, . 

And begged me to tell what I thought; 
Did it flatter to any degree? 

Did I think it looked like her or not? 
What of her tousled hair, 

And the curl that wouldn’t stay curled? 
She wouldn’t have had it there, 

She wouldn’t for all the world! 

And what did that wrinkle mean 

That ran alongside the nose? 

Coz Dick said, smiling serene, 

‘*A channel for tears, I suppose.” 

Now such a remark, I think, 

To a woman’s a vulgar jest; 

But I answered quick as a wink, 

‘See the roses nod over the brink 

Of your channel”, and Dick confessed 


I was fully as smart as the rest. 
Now what do you say to my pose? 
Do I hold my head-piece too high? 
I’m peculiar, as every one knows, 
And must have my own way or die. 
They tell me my mouth is awry, 
And breaking out into a pout;— 
Such sarcastic critics I flout, 
I can’t see it, however I try. 
Ah me! what contrary folks 
Are not in this world to be found! 
Now speak out! I don’t care to coax 
Any longer. Just pass your profound 
Opinion, your judgment all-round; 
I’m dying to hear it— 

‘I’m sorry, 
My dear, for my watch tells me all 
My spare time is up, but don’t worry, 
I'll do so the next time I call.” 

1898. 


ong. 


My love’s awaiting me 
This starlit hour, 
Hearing the whippoorwill 
Deep in his bower; 
Tall in the doorway, 
Etched by the light, 
Wistfully peering 
Out into the night, 
My love’s awaiting me 
Longingly. 
My love’s awaiting me, 
Nine is the hour 
Told by the somber-faced 
Clock in the tower; | 
Watching the meteor 
Trail down the sky, 
Matched by the spark 
Of the fire-fly, 
My love’s awaiting me 
Anxiously. 
My love’s awaiting me 
Hour by hour, 
Light on her bosom lies 
Wilted the flower; 
Breaking her sigh with 


A haunting refrain, 
Pausing to listen, 
Sighing again, 
My love’s awaiting me 
Painfully. 


My love’s awaiting me, 
Late is the hour, 

Love is long-suffering — 
Loye in its power; 

Love, I am coming, 
I see thee afar, 

Wait! for thy lamp-light 
Is my guiding-star; 

My love’s awaiting me 

Bodingly. 

My love’s awaiting me, 
Now is the hour, 

Tear-drops of purest joy 
Fall in a shower; 

Two hands are flinging 
Wide open the door, 

Two arms are welcoming, 
Two eyes implore, 

My love’s awaiting me 

Radiantly. 
1896. 


A Dish of Cpigrans, 


These ‘“‘eps” are writ that he who runs may read, 
And say: Of such wise nonsense I’ve no need. 


Dairy Zore,. 


You sugar your coffee; though no milkman you be, 
Is it not true 
that you milk your tea? 


Legend for Wty Worarrniort. 


This wardrobe holds my weekday clothes; 
In my King’s chamber I repose; 
‘To-morrow’s eternal Sabbath day, 

And my suit of white I'll wear alway. 


Feminine Wit VDindicated, 


- My love has outwitted me for the nonce 

And proved me a genuine, hand-painted dunce; 

I swore to her: ‘‘Darling, for you I could die; 
Promptly and frigidly came the reply: 
‘‘Well,die,then! make room for a gallant who’ll give 
Me a far better promise—‘For you I will live’”’. 


A Bid for Charity. 


James Russell Lowell was my elbow-poet, 

If Iam yours, to him I surely owe it, 

(Tis well my staunch admiring friends should know it’); 
Because he loved to sport an epigram, 

I felt ‘‘in duty bound” to do the same; 

But should these essays prove a barren sham, 

Pray hide your deep chagrin—forbear to show it. 


VW 


ih sy 
} dit PAR OLE RL 
RUAN MUL HA ONR es iNT NN 
Pte De DANA UE ne A Tall A iy 
\ ni AM aN Kh aah i) 
: Re x 


DIMI RANE 
LAPIN 


j 
} 


Wks at Gob tes hy ui Ku 
NH) 


vaith: 
MAD AED 


i 


i vy i | ‘ 
L" ‘ vy Age Ve 
{ Hi ety, A \ ‘) 


HA ath 
Aone a 





PARR : 
Mba 
/ aN NYA zh 
iis { AK ; i ; Vaya ¥ " A RA, 
i bie) uy y i) { | Tey Thy bay } ie vy) by ivi Ny Wena ae Ayat Levy, ity 1) 
ne? i AN : ’ \ Wee ; i} ; 


it ! ONE 
| 


Uta 


_--s WETNESS PRINT, Berne, Ind. 


Prone} [ 


ine. 


f ty 


iat 
Nh 





ny 


ny 
ia 


| 
\ i PAN 


D 


Ay Wee 
i ily dist H! 
NO APOTATE RAM CAE os 

aa A HH Ni EN 
ATA ee Whe ete ST 
4 AY f i) 
wih th aN i 
uN 


iyi 
ii 


Au 


ee Me it sil 
{ ij HH) Tie LVN 


hy } 
ae 
tell { 


AY OP WM 
Th 


| PO yA TA 
ii me 
Wat, 


Ni 
Ui \ ti) ig yy 


Ait ih i ae ‘ {| 
i A ys 


WAN 


MAU eG 
Gh ‘i 


; 
Henin 


We | 
! POM RIG LP A f rth) v4 ‘ { i r : 
Hanon! i f Aah i vi } Lin 
Ae Aa Hey tit 
i) Miku 
HEA THY, rg) Koval 
iit HF nn RYH y Veh Heir i Huth: ht a 
Nivea Sees NaLeoar ia HWM ee AN ny NA Hae tin AA) ay ( Pa TL NEAT NN 
nel eid \ { 


Hi 


bt 


i { A 
Wil ! Vi iin f ; 
tty FUL ORF ee LOW et 
COCAINE SG f Aa nuant 
TASH HIE Vaya neCt f ate ya iY 
Riek al hi] PAU ii] Ways CA Ny Hay K Mt if f) 
UA ETA RO ADT OUR CRI 
ATA ater HAL) 
ACTON eat ean 
EMV EMT In a tiesa EIR inet 
MELEE MELO 
7 M vd AAR: i { 
ERY ay f) 


mHI| WN 

th na is 
a 
it | 

ty 


; i ‘ 
Pere aay 
i!) ; Wh Wa 


PF Bis ay 
ne 
HA Wee i i 

















Allebach, He Geg 1869-1921 

Echoes from Parnassus / by Harvey Ge 
Allebache -- [ Sele ° HeGe Allebach ], 
1902 (Berne, Inde : Witness Print ) 

4S, Pe 35 23 cme 


811 AL5e C. 
Allebach, H. G., 186 
hoes from iil 


MGT 


9310 02 8 
MENNONITE HISTORICAL LIBRARY 


12 JUL 85 12260097 IMHLpc 


047 
00230 


iT 








